DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
templated my muddy shoes, asked the first man I could find if it
was safe to put them out for cleaning, and he answered cheerfully,
oh yes, of course, and then, tired out, I lay down and went to sleep.
When I awoke, on Christmas Day, heavy snow was falling.and
I blessed it, because it hid the dreariness of Ghust I contrived to
shave and wash with a small jugful of cold water, dressed, and
opened the door to look for my shoes. They were not there. I
had half expected this. So I went in search of someone in
authority and found a sleepy and half-dressed youth who, ques-
tioned about my shoes, answered 'Well, after all, if you leave your
property about like that, what can you expect?*
So then I tried an old trick. I stood with him in the corridor
and stormed at the top of my voice and presently two other
menials appeared and then a waiter and a cook and a frowsy
chambermaid and they all stood around, understanding nothing
that I said, and I stormed louder and louder until they all began
scurrying about and looking in other rooms and registering great
indignation and sympathy and interrogating other guests, and
suddenly my shoes were there, having been found tucked away
behind the closet.
Then I went out and looked at Chust, mercifully cloaked in
white, and took train for the two show villages of Carpathian
Ukraine, Rachoff and Jassina, about three hours away, and you
have to travel through Rumania to reach them, so complicated
are communications in this remote and truncated statelet. In
Rachoff I had my Christmas dinner and by chance it was turkey,
and very good, and here I found the only moderately prosperous
people in all this miserably poor region, peasants with attractive
costumes living among lovely wooded hills on the banks of the
Tisza^. a good place for winter sports if it \vere not so remote, and
in the evening I took train back to Chust and lit the candles on
my Christmas tree, and sat, and thought of Vienna.
Plague take this demented Europe and these demented times,
I thought, as I compared this Christmas with that and thought
.that, if the map continued to be remade at the present rate,
I sEould spend my next Christmas in Baghdad or somewhere,
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